THE N3AR EAST

found nowhere else in Greece. I saw none that
night; but one morning, after leaving Delphi, I met
a train of them pacing softly and disdainfully along
the dusty road, laden with bales and with mysterious
bundles wrapped round with sacking.

In the dark we began to climb up once more. At
last we were actually on Parnassus, were approach-
ing the "navel of the earth." But I was not aware of
any wildness, such as that of Amblema, about us.
The little I could see of the landscape did not look
savage. I heard goat-bells tinkling now and then
not far off. Presently some lights beamed out above
us, as if in welcome. We passed through a friendly
village street, came out on the mountain-side, and
drew up before a long house, which stood facing
what was evidently a wide view, now almost en-
tirely hidden, though a little horned moon hung in
the sky, attended by the evening star. The village
was Kastri; the long house was the "Hotel d'Apol-
Ion Pythien."

Delphi is memorable, but not because of wildness
or terror. In retrospect it rises in my mind as a
lontly place of light, gleaming on volcanic rocks and
on higher rocks that are gray; of a few mighty plane-
trees, pouring a libation of green toward olive-trees
on the slopes beneath them; of a perpetual sweet
sound of waten And beside the water travelers from
the plain of Krissa, and travelers from Arachova,
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